THE IMPENDING HOUR                             5
"Get out!" I heard Andrew's voice from my room, "I got to wipe off that dirt you left in the comer, you slacker "
"When did you get to love cleanliness so much?" Voytek drawled.
The telephone rang I felt my throat tighten. This should be the signal for the second group to leave. Slowly I reached for the receiver. My hand felt numb, as if it did not belong to me*
"Hello."
"Maryla asked me to tell you that she will be home this afternoon."
"Thank you very much"
I breathed deeply My hand became a part of me again. The numbness was gone.
The second group left then* Again good-byes and good-lucks and may-God-keep-yous.
At the gate of our house the twelve-year-old Yurek, son of the shoemaker from Browarna Street, and the eleven-year-old Yanek Sokta, son of the janitor, kept guard. In case of danger, the two boys were to whistle. They shifted on their feet and looked around and were a trifle disappointed because everything seemed all right, and they could not engage in any glorious and perilous deeds.
The third group was now leaving. The last one. The kitchen was cleaned up and Scholar even finished scrubbing the floor in my room* Voytek got up, The Fatal Pin still in his hand.
"Hey, soldier, you going on a vacation with that book?" someone laughed
Voytek looked hurt and puzzled by this lack of understanding.
"Ill have time to finish it on the barricade," he explained,
Only Andrew and Scholar remained. They went into